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_ . « * Tragedy 

J * ^ ^ ond wan# heare me a little (peal; 1 

Rom. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifliment* 

.1 ri '} . e S 1 ^ c ^ ee armour to keepe off that word' 
Adverfities fvveet milke, Philofophy, ”* 

To comfort thee though thou art baniftied. 

Un^Dh? r an L aied ? han § U P Philofophy, 

Unlefle Philofophy can make a Juliet, Y 

Oilplant a towne, reverie a Princes doome. 

It nelpes not, it prevailes not, talke no more. 

r/.O then J fee that mad men have no cares. 

Then mightft thou Ipeake, 

AnH n A?/ ghtft l hou tea rethy haire, 

And fail upon theground as I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an unmade gravL 

p • » v Nttrfe knockes. 

<X*‘ P.®* ° ne ^ n Ofkes,good 'Romeo hide thy felfe 

What°r ny < ?“ dy / b I’ an ^ b y5<3ods « ill. 

What fimplenefle is this : I come, I come. 

Who taockes lb harfTwtace comeyou l wtat's your will , 

JVu* T*r . Enter JVurfe. 

I come from Udyfu/Tet!^ 7 ° U 111311 kfl0W errand > 

Fri. Welcome then. 

W»r. O holy Frier# O tell me holy Frier* 

^ Where’s 


j 


#/ Romeo ^ Juliet.’ 

Where's my ladies Lord ? where’s R^meo f 
Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nftr. O, he is even in my Miftreffe cafe. 

Juft in her cafe : O woftill fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament / even fo lyes (he, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall into fb deepe an O ? 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nftr. Ah fir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom, Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth fhe not thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy, 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Oh, fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes. 
And now falls on her bed, ana then ftar ts up. 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name (hot from the dead ly level! of a gun, : 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may facke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy delperatehand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanifh , thy wilde a<fts denote 
The unreafbnable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man, 

And ill befeeminp beaft in feeming both, 

Thou baft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy dilpofi t ion better temper’d. 

Haft thou flaine Ttbalt ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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